THE  GREEK ANTHOLOGY

Lconidas   of  Tarcntum   and   Antipater   of Sidon
celebrate the coming of spring to a seaside com-
munity.   Priapus bids the sailor take heart and put out
to sea, for the gloom has passed from the face of the
deep, the waves arc silent, the swallow has come to
build beneath the eaves, the beneficent west wind
gently breathes, and the meadows are laughing with
soft, leafage (Anth. PaL, x, i and 2).   But it is in the
verses of Mcleager, the voluptuous Syrian singer, that
the feeling for the sights and sounds of this season
rises to something like a real passion.   His poem on
Spring is one of the longest in the Anthology:   'The
winds of winter have gone from the sky and the bright
season of flowery spring comes smiling in;  the dark
earth crowns herself with fresh greenery and blooming
plants put on new leaves.    The meadows laugh as
they drink the tender dews  of nourishing  Morn,
and the rose unfolds.   In joy on the mountains pipes
the shepherd, and the heart of the goat-herd rejoices
in his white flock.   Now sailors voyage over the wide
waves, while the West Wind with harmless breath
fills the sails;  now men wreathe their hair with the
flower of the clustering ivy, and revel in honour of
Dionysus  who  brings  the  grape's  increase.     Ox-
born bees bethink them of their fair tasks of skill and,
sitting in the hive, fashion their white and beautiful
works of fresh-flowing pierced wax.    Everywhere is
heard the song of the clear-voiced race of birds, the
halcyons on the wave, swallows beneath the eaves, by
river banks the swan, and in the grove the nightingale.
Now, if leafy trees rejoice and the earth breaks into
bloom, if the shepherd pipes and fleecy flocks are glad,
if sailors sail and Dionysus keeps holiday, if birds
chirp and bees travail, why should not a poet sing
fine songs in spring?5  (Anth. Pal., ix. 363.)    With
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